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When David Met James 


Author's Notes: 
Inspired by a story by MWaters 


l want to watch you shudder and moan as you come into my mouth, 


Most men didn't have a way with words. Most men were blunt and to the point; a quick "Let's fuck" and you 
were on your way. Not this one though. This one had a way with words which kept David awake and wide-eyed, 


staring into the night as became more and more hot and bothered by the second. 


Which was how he felt at that exact moment, the piece of paper clutched in one hand while the other stroked 
his cock. Beside him slept Dave, drunk and stoned enough to sleep through even the most violent sex. It was 
nights like this when David would carefully draw the letter from its hiding place and read it over and over, 
unable to stop himself as he reached for his cock. The letters were unsigned but he knew who they came 


from. 


With a quiet sigh, he looked guiltily to the sleeping Dave as he came into his shorts. The redhead murmured 


and opened an eye, mumbling Junior, before rolling over and going back to sleep, none the wiser. With a 
shameful smile, David quickly stowed away the letter and cleaned himself up before spooning himself around 
Dave. At one point he would have stayed up to watch his lover sleep, sometimes touching himself while the 
other was unaware, fantasising about the things that they did. Now he'd lie there and jerk off to letters sent 
by the man who Dave hated with a passion. 


woun 


"Junior! vooo-ne-AH! 


He woke with a start at the voice, grunting and grabbing the blanket as he hauled himself from the bed. 
Stumbling into the tiny room they called a living area, he wearily watched as Dave waved a letter in his face. 
Sighing, he reached out and plucked it from the proffered fingers and looked at the handwriting. His heart 


missed a beat as he recognised the scrawled lettering. 


"More fuckin’ fan mail?" Dave spat and David looked up, nodding from beneath his hair. "How come | don't get 
any fuckin’ mail?" Dave demanded as he tried to peer at the envelope. 


Because you treat everyone like they're shit compared to yourself? Perhaps if you didn’t have people lining up to 
have your ass charged with something or another then perhaps you'd get mail too. That was what he wanted to 
say but dared not to, not with a letter from James in his hands. Even though the letters were never signed, 


just the content of them would be enough to send the volatile redhead nuclear. 


"You'll get some," David sighed as he flopped onto a lumpy beanbag. His shorts felt stiff and uncomfortable and, 


in a moment, he suspected they'd begin to feel even more uncomfortable. 


"But when?" The frustrated anger had turned into a childish whine and David looked up at he ran a finger along 
the envelope and pulled the letter out. 


"Soon," he sighed as he opened the yellow memo paper in his lap. 


"Will you write me fan mail?" The plea was so pathetic and soaked with need that David couldn't help but smile, 
heart suddenly warmed. 


"Sure. I'll write you fan mail if itll keep you happy." 


A smile flickered Dave's lips as he wandered around the small kitchenette, finding a pan to warm water for 


coffee. Turning his eyes back to the letter, David hunkered down into the beanbag and began to read. 


| dont know if you will but Id lke you to come and meet me. | know how Dave is, and I also know how Lars can be, 


but Im willing to take the risk if you are. 


His heart pounded as he read the date and address of a motel. Could he do it? Could he really walk out and 


meet James? He looked up to Dave, watching as, for a while anyway, he was domestic, banging and cursing as 
he made coffee. David blushed as the other looked over his shoulder and gave him a quick smile before hiding 
once more behind the sardonic mask. Dave loved him, he was sure of it, but sometimes it was hard to fathom. 
There was the shouting when he'd done nothing wrong and the bruises and cuts when he dared to defy Dave. 
He understood that Dave was passionate and that this was his revenge at being cast away from Metallica. He 
understood that Dave a perfectionist and that, if it wasn't just so, then David had better be ready for the 
tongue lashing and beating that would no doubt follow. They had to be better than Metallica, had to because 
there was no such thing as second place in the mind of Dave Mustaine. David may have been happy just 
playing but, to Dave, it was the ultimate competition And now David was planning on defying that trust to go 
and meet the man who seemed to have taken a shine to him. He felt awful. No, he felt worse than awful; he 
felt like a fucking traitor. But it wasn't going to stop him going and if Dave saw fit to kill him for it then so be 


it because if James was willing to risk his relationship for one clandestine meeting then so was he. 


A cup of coffee was placed at his feet and eyes that were oddly innocent looked through unbrushed hair and 


to his own. "Good mail?" 


Giving a little nod, David leaned forward and gently kissed his lover. "Yes, but not as good as anything you'd 


ever send me. 


wun 


The days passed slowly and David found himself preoccupied, reading and re-reading the letter. He couldn't deny 
that Dave hadn't noticed his mindlessness and it didn't go unpunished. A fucked up song got him a mouthful of 
abuse. A dropped pan of soup got him a clout around the head. Nothing out of the ordinary but it came with 
an increased frequency. 

Standing before the cracked mirror in the bathroom, David wondered if the damaged glass was an omen. Or if 
it were the cause of the glowing bruise on one cheek. His heart was as heavy as the small bag he leaned down 
to swing over his shoulder. 

Dave was propped up in the beanbag, a notepad on his knees and a small mound of balled up paper around him. 
A joint smouldered in an ashtray beside him. He barely looked up when David gave a small cough, dark eyes 
briefly peering at him before going back to the lyrics he was working on. 

lm going out," David softly said. 

His reply was a grunt. 

"I don't know how long I'll be but do you want me to get you anything?" 


Another grunt followed by a single word answer, "Booze." 


David sighed, shoulders falling. "Have you got any cash?" 


That question caused Dave to look up, giving him a withering look. "Do we ever have any fuckin’ cash?" 


A handful of baggies were tossed carelessly at his feet. "Sell that while you're out. And bring fuckin’ food and 


booze." 


Collecting the drugs from the floor, David tucked them into the bag, suddenly not feeling so ill as he left. It 
seemed that, more often than not, he was the same as everyone else in Dave's life; someone to step on as he 


clawed his way upwards. He was nothing more than another turd on Dave's shoe. 


wun 


The bus wasn't the most pleasant way to travel but it was the only way to get there. David hadn't dared to 
ask for the van, not with where he was going. Stepping from one bus to another, he sighed as he looked at the 
clientSle that his chosen mode of transport attracted - the poor, the down and outs and kids with nothing 
better to do. David felt exactly the same; if he hadn't been planning on doing the dirty on Dave then he 
wouldn't have lowered himself to taking the bus. It was, in some strange way, his punishment, or the beginning 


thereof, for cheating. 


With his head against the window, David watched the city flash past, going from one suburb to another. There 
should be no bad feelings about what he was doing; he had caught Dave more times than he could count with 
his hands under some girls clothes, lips tearing at hers as he ignored his boyfriend at the bar. The boyfriend 
who would haul him home and put him to bed, feeding him painkillers in the morning and giving in to drunken 
gropings at night. David was his shadow, his junior, the one who refused to give up even when confronted by 


the blatantly obvious. 

The motel was nothing to write home about, not that David cared. His stomach twisted as the bus rode off, 
leaving him standing beside the road. Evening was beginning to fall, the air quickly beginning to chill. With 
trepidation in his step, David walked towards the motel. Stepping through the creaking door, he looked at the 
small reception desk, a bored woman flicking through a magazine. It took her a moment to notice him and even 
when she did no emotion flickered across her face. She placed the magazine to one side and picked up a pen 
"What canna | do for ya" It was a demand, and not even a polite one. 

David could feel himself begin to shake, clutching the bag closer to his shoulder as he did. "I'm here to se-" 


"David." 


James stood behind him, gangly frame folded a little as he stuffed his hands deep into the pockets of his jeans. 
There was the tiniest of nervous smiles on his lips, eyes partially hidden by hair. Looking to the receptionist, 
David gave her small smile before turning back to James. 


"Come on," the blonde's voice was softer than he remembered it, but then the only time he had ever really 


heard it was in interviews and songs. 


Quietly he followed at the other's heels, climbing steps and walking bare walkways. The room they stopped at 
was missing one of its metal numbers, the remaining one creaking round on its single screw as James pushed 


the door open. He propped it open, the tiny smile once more lighting his face he invited David in 


Dropping the bag to the floor, David sat on the edge of the bed, staring at the stained carpet at his feet. Why 
was he here other than a handful of steamy letters? Was that what had brought him here, the prospect of 
sleeping with someone who might treat him better? Or was it the prospect of being around someone who 
understood his situation? 


A tissue was held out to him and David forced himself to look up, his own glazed eyes meeting a pair of blue 
ones which mirrored how he felt. 


"David, please take off the make-up." 


Gulping past the lump in his throat, David did as he was asked, wiping away the concealer he had discretely 
applied on the bus, the make-up that hid the bruise on his cheek. James noticeably winched as the dark mark 


was revealed. 
"That was him, wasn't it?" 


Tossing the tissue away, David nodded, shifting uncomfortably as James sat beside him. He shouldn't be talking 
to James, let alone sitting in an isolated room with him but there was an unspoken kinship between them. Both 


had suffered at the redhead's hands and both either had loved him or still did. 
Reaching into the bag, David fumbled with one of the baggies, finding some skins as James spoke, "I tho-" 


"Thought what?" He didn't look up as he tried to crumble weed into cigarette paper. "That | needed someone to 
talk to? That | needed a safe haven? That | needed someone else to fuck?" He cursed quietly as some of the 
weed fell to the floor, his shoulders sagging with frustration. "You have Lars. Why they hell do you want me 


as well?" 


"Because we all need a safe haven" The baggie and papers were taken from him, David lifting his eyes as he 
watched fingers expertly roll a joint. "Because you're not alone in this world and you shouldn't have to put up 


with this shit" It was held out to him. "And you don't have to wear make-up around me either. I'm not him." 


Placing the joint between his lips, David searched for a lighter, tears beginning to prick his eyes as he 
remembered handing it to Dave. He hadn't gotten it back. A flame danced before his eyes and he gratefully 
leaned forward, inhaling the sweet smoke. It went to his head, making his vision swim for a moment before he 
breathed it out. Trying to hold back the tears, he looked to James through the white, curling smoke. His pain 
showed in the tall blonde's face, the boy folding himself down a little so as to look less intimidating. 


"You're not the only one who's loved Dave and you're not the only one who's succumbed to his fists and 
stayed. | didn't want to kick him out but." James’ voice hung heavy in the air as he reached for the joint. He 
took a hit before handing it back, eyes becoming distant. "but it would have fuckin’ killed me to keep him 
around. Yeah, he was a violent, drunken idiot but we all were. We were all fighting to be top dog and it always 
ended in blood. If | hadn't have gotten rid of him we would have killed each other." 


James sagged a little more, hands trapped between his legs as he hid from the boy beside him. Reaching out, 
David laid a hand on his shoulder, placing the joint on the side table. 


"He's not changed," he softly replied. 


"Of course he hasn't." James gave a little snort as he looked up, face strangely soft. "He'll never fuckin’ change. 
He'll always be like that." James forced a smile onto his lips. "You can keep trying to change him, David, but 
he'll never fuckin’ change. Never. He'll always believe himself to be the runt of the fuckin’ litter. He'll never see 


how good he is and he'll never realise how many people love him." 


Feeling his heart warm, he tucked a few strands of blonde hair behind James’ ear, causing the other to tilt his 


head closer. 
"Thank you," David whispered as he shuffled a little closer. 
Eyes rested on his face, taking in the bruise and then his lips. "For what?" 


"For calling me David." He closed the gap between them, the tension finally snapping as he pressed his mouth to 


James’. 


The air was filled with soft sighs, David finally giving into the desires to be needed and wanted, to be cared 
for, even for a moment, by someone who understood. Arms wrapped around him, lifting him a little before 
pressing him tenderly to the bed Eyes softly studied him as fingers stroked his cheek, James flinching with 
him as he accidentally touched the purple bruise. 


"Sorry," he whispered. 


"s okay," David quietly replied, reaching up to pull James down to him. "Why'd you write the letters?" he asked 
inbetween kisses. 


Calloused fingers, fingers not unlike Dave's, glided beneath the hem of his shirt and tickled across his belly, 


making him giggle and squirm. The touch was far lighter than that of his lover, more sensual and teasing. 


"Because." A kiss was placed to his stomach and David dared to open his eyes and look down. "I wanted to get 
your attention That." A soft tongue played over his belly button, causing him to let out a deep laugh. "I always 
thought you were quite hot." 


Looking down, David watched as James laid his chin on his hip bone, hands softly caressing along his sides. He'd 
managed to calm down, to mostly stop squirming and giggling, but he couldn't stop the gnawing anticipation in 

the pit of his stomach. It was the excitement of doing something forbidden, of giving in to a person who would 
treat him far better than the one he was with. In his opinion, James was wasted on Lars, the chatterbox who 


seemed to persistently ignore him. 


The guilt had melted away beneath the calming touches and David arched his hips, eyes closed as he slid jeans 
down slim legs. He heard James mumble a low "Fuck." as David lay there, legs shyly spread now that his hard 


cock was on show. 


James came to hover over him, blue eyes hazy. "You're so fuckin’ beautiful," he mumbled, breathing becoming 


laboured. "| can see why Mustaine wanted you to himself." 


David could only smile with embarrassment, colour touching his cheeks as he averted his eyes. Eyes which 
snapped open a second later as warm lips closed over the head of his cock. He let out a strangled sigh as he 
dared himself to look, his breath taken away as he looked at the waves of soft blonde hair settled on his 
thighs. Dave would never suck his cock, Dave would never be so tender, Dave would never touch him so gently, 


making him sigh and whine with desire as he writhed on the bed 


Yet Dave had his moments. Dave could be loving in his own way, he just didn't have fingers which could play 


him as well and as lovingly as any instrument. 


Another sigh left his lips as James wrapped his tongue around his aching hard-on, tracing throbbing veins and 
dipping into his leaking slit. The blonde hummed around him, making David shiver, body twitching as he 
nervously ran his hands through James' hair, sweeping it from his legs and holding it back as he watched. 
Snuffling, he rocked his hips, James' eyes smiling up at him. Returning the tiny gesture, David lay back against 
the bed, legs spreading a little more as fingers roamed further, hooking around his groin before sliding beneath 
his ass cheeks. Sobbing with pleasure, David finally gave into the desires which he couldn't stop and let himself 
be carried away by the most powerful orgasm he'd ever had as he spilled himself into James’ welcoming 
mouth. 


Sinking into the lumpy bed, David panted and loosened his grip on James. The moment was broken as the blonde 
crawled onto the bed beside him, a contented smile on his lips as he stretched out beside David. Lying on his 
side, David returned the smile, eyes travelling down James' body and coming to rest on the painful bulge in 


already tight jeans. 
"Do you want me to take care of that?" he asked, politely. 


Blue eyes sparkled and James shook his head. "Nah. I'll sort it. Tonight was about you." He pressed a finger to 


David's nose causing the brunette to smile and chuckle. 


He could understand why people like James; he was the gentle giant of music, out to have fun, not to harm. 


Before David had been scared that he would wind up as a quick fuck, tossed aside afterwards but as James 


wrapped his lithe body around him, pulling him closer to his warm, musky scent, David could see it wasn't like 
that at all. They had both needed someone, both been tossed aside by the same man but for different reasons. 
Sighing, he wrapped his arms around James’ waist, tucking his head beneath the blonde's chin as night finally 


took over. 


woun 


The first strands of sunlight woke him. James had moved away from him during the night but his comforting 
presence was still close by, the heavy scent of men still hanging over them. Reaching into his little knapsack, 
David pulled out a pad and pen. Scrawling a thank you note, he placed a kiss to the slumbering giant's cheek and 
quietly left. 


wun 


Sitting on the bus as it wound its way back towards his apartment, David scribbled at the notepad, deep in 
thought as he travelled back to the man he loved, 


Dear Dave, 


l just wanted fo write you a quick note fo say that | love you. Sometimes | feel lke you may treat me as second 
best but you'll always be the first person | ever really fell in love with Sure, there were others before you, but 
none has ever stolen my heart with the fervour that you have. Sometimes | wish that | had fallen for another but 


it would never be like the passionate and intense love that | have with you 


Love, 


Your number | fan, 


As David made his way from the bus station to the apartment, he dropped the letter into a mailbox, hoping 
that it would appease Dave, if only for a while. He did love Dave, even if he would never be James. Dave would 


forever hold a place in his heart, while James was there to remind him that love came in all different forms. 


~~The End~~ 


